TO  MY   FRIEND
THE RT. HON. LORCAN GALERAN

[A Great Householder]

MERIDIAN man, Enstomacher,

For whom the whole world's fruits are fare,

For whom all Life is but a Feast's,

And all the world is filled with Guests!

Spread out the Board, dispense the cost,
There's not a moment to be lost
Until the Mystic Wine and Bread
Are guzzled and engulleted!

Others on canvas spend their soul,

You on the tablecloth and bowl;

And as you fill proceed to quote

What Shakespeare and Sam Johnson wrote.

We take our seats at your commands
Upon the fare stretch forth our hands;
And grow amazed, while grows the drinking,
To hear your hobby is clear thinking.

Your table, like a moon silvern,
Shows what a kitchen sun you burn,
An alternating sun that heats
The growing herbs and lowing meats.
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